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And who are they but who forget ?

You, who my coming could surmise
Ere any hint of me as yet

Warned other ears and other eyes.
See the path blurred without regret.

But when I trace its windings sweet
With saddened steps, at every spot

That feels the memory in my feet,
Each grass-blade turns forget-me-not,

Where murmuring bees your name repeato

PHCEBE

EKE pales in Heaven the morning star,
A bird, the loneliest of its kind,
Hears Dawn's faint footfall from afar
While all its mates are dumb and blind.

It is a wee sad-colored thing,
As shy and secret as a maid,
That, ere in choir the robins ring,
Pipes its own name like one afraid.

It seems pain-prompted to repeat
The story of some ancient ill,
But Phoebe ! Phoebe I sadly sweet
Is all it says, and then is still.

It calls and listens.    Earth and sky9
Hushed by the pathos of its fate,